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Abstract
It was snowing. The lacy flakes made an eerie pattern of dancing light in the warm glow of
the street lamps...
Winter 
Dream 
by Bruce Butterfield 
IT WAS snowing. The lacy flakes made an eerie pattern of dancing light in the warm glow of the street lamps. 
They drifted down toward the already white panorama 
below, to be crushed into the brown slush by the wheels of 
the endless stream of cars moving through an abstract jungle 
of neon signs and mercury lights. The city was a concert 
of traffic noise, gift-laden Christmas shoppers, crunching 
snow, and here and there the faint tinkle of a Salvation 
Army Santa Claus's bell. The couple walked hand in hand. 
They strolled upstream through the river of humanity that 
flowed in frantic desperation in and out of the department 
stores lining the thoroughfare. 
Brian liked Chicago. He liked the bustle of cars, trucks, 
busses and people; the feeling of being alone, almost a 
stranger in the crowd. Everyone was different. Some had 
wives and families, some were alone — some were workers 
in the Gary steel mills riding the C.T.A. home, while others 
were bank presidents with chauffeur-driven limousines. 
Everything, everybody was going somewhere and doing some-
thing separately, yet together. He looked over toward the 
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girl walking by his side and squeezed her hand through the 
glove she was wearing. Nance had come to Chicago two 
days ago; this was their last night together before she took 
the train home. When he had asked her to visit him, she 
seemed enthusiastic, even a little excited about coming. 
They had talked for hours about the trip, and she had lis-
tened intently while he told her of the places they would 
go and the things they would see and do. It had been like 
reading a fairy tale to a child. 
''We'll have cocktails at the Top of the Rock," he said. 
"That's on the forty-second floor of the Prudential Build-
ing, the tallest in Chicago. You can look out of the observa-
tion windows and see the whole city spread out before you, 
glistening in the snow. It belongs to you and you alone; 
it's a carpet of lights for you to walk on." He laughed to 
himself about the trite metaphor. "Maybe we'll go on a 
drive through Chinatown, or down skid row, or along the 
Gold Coast and Lake Shore Drive. You'll like it, Nance, 
I know you'll like it. I'll take you to a play on one of the 
nights, and afterward we'll drive out to the point on Mont-
rose Harbor. You get the most beautiful view of the skyline 
from there." God, he thought, I must have sounded like a 
travel poster. They had done a lot — not everything he'd 
planned or wanted to do, but enough to have a good time. 
Brian wondered if she could feel what he felt about the 
city, the almost indescribable feeling he sometimes got; the 
sensation of being sucked into it, enfolded in it, surrounded 
by it. It wasn't just the awe that tourists have. It was some-
thing else . . . deeper . . . a sense of belonging, of . . . love. 
"Nance?" The girl was absorbed with the displays of 
winter clothing in the store windows. "Nance?" He asked 
again. "Is there anything special you'd like to do?" The 
girl turned her face to him, a little surprised to hear him 
speak after the long silence. 
"Hmm . . . Oh, Brian, you're the boss. I'm just the 
tourist playing follow the leader. You've shown me so much 
that I wouldn't know quite where to have you take me. You 
know I'm interested in everything — I'll do anything you 
want to do." 
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"Nance, let's spend these last couple of hours alone . . . 
just the two of us. It sounds funny to talk about being 
alone with five million human beings rushing around you, 
but we can drive around for awhile before I take you to 
the train. We can pretend there's no one else in the entire 
city, on the streets, in the buildings, anywhere. Would 
you mind?" He looked at her knowing that she wouldn't 
mind, and yet pleading with his eyes. He wanted to talk 
to her, tell her all the things that were on his mind; he 
wanted to hold her in his arms for just a little while. 
"Silly! You know I wouldn't mind," she answered. 
"I'd love it." 
He smiled slightly at her and pulled her across an inter-
section against the red light. She walked faster to keep up 
with him, and her high heels made deep crescent-shaped 
depressions in the packed snow. 
Brian watched her tripping along beside him. There 
was a northwest wind coming from the lake, and it blew 
her soft hair back from her forehead in blonde wisps that 
caught occasional snowflakes. Her hair had been one of the 
first things he'd noticed. It was blonde, but then again it 
wasn't. Sometimes it looked almost auburn or strawberry, 
depending on the light. It was the softest hair . . . soft, he 
remembered, the first time he'd touched it, like . . . like 
kitten fur, or angel hair from a Christmas tree, or cotton 
candy, or something like that. She kept her eyes half closed 
against the onslaught of wind and snow. She had large eyes 
. . . expressive eyes . . . like a mirror the way they reflected 
his face when she looked at him. Sometimes her pupils 
would dilate to the point where there was no iris left, just 
the black, mirror-shiny center. It reminded him of looking 
down a long, long corridor without an end, or staring into 
a pool and being unable to see the bottom. Her mouth was 
open slightly. It was an ample mouth with lips that were 
smooth when she was smiling and creased with tiny folds 
when she wasn't. It was soft like the rest of her; soft when 
he kissed her . . . yielding. He stared down at her. She was 
the kind of girl people called "cute," he thought; not beauti-
ful, but "cute." 
8 Sketch 
The snow had stopped. They turned down a side street 
and walked to the parked car. Brian fumbled in his pants 
pocket for the keys. The wind spun little whirlwinds of 
wet snow under his upturned collar as he turned the key 
in the lock and opened the door. The girl got in and reached 
over to unlock the door on the driver's side. He slid under 
the wheel and pushed the key into the ignition. The cold 
engine protested his attempts to start it, but finally suc-
cumbed and Brian eased the car into the traffic. They drove 
down State Street through the aisle of painted candy-canes 
and plastic reindeer that strained unsuccessfully toward the 
heavens. Even the street decorations and the gayly lighted 
windows were beautiful in a commercial sort of way, he 
thought. 
He swung the car onto the Outer Drive and headed north. 
All along the lake-front, great slabs of ice had washed up 
onto the beaches. The shore looked like a stone quarry 
with a stockpile of white marble stacked and ready for ship-
ment. Nancy sat close to him and rested her head on his 
shoulder. Her eyes were closed, and she seemed to be dozing. 
"Tired?" he asked. 
"Um-um." 
"Are you sure?" 
"Positive." She put her arm through his and pressed it 
to her body. "Just dreamy . . . thinking about you." 
"Ummm . . . flattery will get you everywhere." Brian 
tried to laugh, but he wasn't happy. He didn't know what 
was wrong with him. He guessed that wanting Nancy to 
stay, to have her with him just a little while longer, was 
most of it. Still, there was something else; a need for under-
standing, a craving for a reinforcement of the feelings he 
had about the city and her. He didn't know what it was. 
The lights and buildings of Chacigo had faded into the 
well-kept, tree-lined streets of a suburb. Brian swung the 
car onto a dead-end street. The car's headlights flashed gos-
samer sparks in their path as they reflected from the myriad 
of tiny particles in the drifts long the curbing. He pulled 
into a grove of trees facing the lake and turned off the 
motor. It was a quiet night. The stars flickered with a cool 
light in the cold black of the sky. The heavy snow was 
Spring, 1961 9 
everywhere. It was the kind of snow that clings to every 
shrub and tree and creates a kind of hush over everything. 
He could look out the window and watch the snow and sink 
into that hush as though it, too, were a physical thing, like 
sinking into a cloud, yet being supported by it. The only 
sound was the purr of the heater fan. Brian put his arm 
around Nancy and pulled her tightly against him. He turned 
and looked at her face. It was shadowed in the dim light. 
She raised her head to be kissed, and he touched his mouth 
to hers. He kissed her tenderly, softly, not with hard pas-
sion, but with love and understanding. He held her to him 
and put his cheek against her hair. 
"Nancy, did you have a good time here?" The girl 
pulled away and stared at him with puzzled eyes. 
"Of course I did. I had a wonderful time. Can't you 
tell?" 
"That's not what I mean, exactly. I mean did you like 
Chicago? Did you feel that it was a part of you and you of 
it? Did you walk down the streets and feel so overwhelmed 
by it that you wanted to cry? Did you fall in love with it?" 
"Of course I liked it. There are so many things to do 
here. There's so much excitement. It's a wonderful place 
to visit." 
Visit, he thought. Visit. His eyes filled and then drained. 
He turned his head and looked out over his lake. Visit . . . 
It was starting to snow again. 
Haiku 
by George Hopkins 
Old idealist 
Re-named the cynic, cries for 
His lost illusions. 
